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EDITORIALS.

FEW college men, probably, are in

the habit of using the word
irresponsibility in common conversation. It is rather a formidable
·word and yet it forms the staple of most of their lives. The idea it
conveys they gloat over and cherish as their most sacred possession.
It is seen in their attire. The carelessness and inconsistency of the
collegian in wearing one patent leather and one foot-ball shoe when
he goes to his particular joint is displayed in other ways. This form
of the malady is rather amusing than otherwise, but it is some of
the other ways that we find objectionable. Examples of these may be
seen in the clever tricks of breaking the window-panes in the old
gymnasium, of throwing half-melted snow through the ·window of a
recitation room, and of the late rape of the rats. " 0 tcmpora, 0
mores!" When are we to learn that we no longer wear kilts or long
hair, but arc somewhat responsible for our conduct in life.
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THERE is one feature of this evil, however, that can no longer be
regarded with indulgence. We refer to the constant exhibition
of ill-breeding in one or two of the college recitation rooms. A11ything of this sort is an insult to the professor and unworthy of the
consideration of any one. Even the Junior Class so far forgot themselves as to take advantage of the indulgence of one of the professors until he was obliged to put them under permanent restraint.
One expects the Freshmen occasionally to forget that they have left
school, and the sophomores to show that they are not much wiser,
and one is inclined to look good-naturedly upon a clever prank of
these heroes of college romance. But it is a different matter with
upper classmen, from whom better things will always be expected.
It is high time for the college student to learn that no human being
is irresponsible, not even his privileged self. Everyone has something beside himself to look after, but his own actions come first of
all. The college man should lean'l. that regard for the feelings of
others is demanded by common politeness and proper self-respect.
It is sincerely to be hoped that such undesirable conduct will soon
become a thing of the past among the undergraduates of Trinity.

A

FULL account of the joint concert will be found in another
column and it remains only to congratulate the management
and all who participated upon the eminent success of the enterprise.
Nothing could be more conducive to good feeling between the colleges represented than such a concert, and the friendly rivalry could
not fail to be beneficial to the clubs. Much of the success of the entertainment was due to the interest shown by the ladies who actccl
as patronesses, and to them the thanks of all are clue. Trm T.\ULET
hopes that the management may feel warranted in arranging other
such concerts in following years.
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JTis seldom that one finds the ironies of fate so fully exemplified
as in the case of the portraits of the Presidents and Professors of
Trinity which are hung upon the walls of the College "Commons."
That these august and learned gentlemen who, for so many years,
watched that delicate and refined instrument, the mind, in process
of development under their touch-that these men who handled
spiritualities, if we may use the expression, all their lives, should now
look down from behind discolored mosquito netting upon a crowd of
students satisfying the animal side of their nature, is indeed a sad
thing to consider. But, seriously, why not move these portraits to
a more suitable place, and one where they will be of some use? The
bare, white walls of Alumni Hall need something more than class
banners to relieve their monotony, and even if the pictures must
look down upon occasional dances, is that not a better and a more
useful position for them? Trrn TABLET earnestly hopes that this
reminder of something before spoken of may be of some avail in
bringing about this very desirable change.

Q NE of the few lamentable occurrences of last year was the omission of the Prize Oratoricals, the value of which can hardly be
too highly estimated. Oratory is an idea which is always associated
with a college, and that this should be confined to Commencement
Day is an absurd belief, even though held by many. Nearly every
college has something to give practice in speaking in public, to those
who wish it, and the absence of a college debating club at Trinity
can hardly be better counteracted than by these oratoricals. Their
omission last year was due, we believe, to lack of entries. Now
surely if the students will consider the many advantages of this exhibition, of which only one has been here expressed, we can have
the oratoricals this year. And so Trrn TABLET wishes to urge
every man in college to think this over, sure in the belief that, if this
is done, profitable and entertaining Prize Oratoricals will be the result.
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AT no time in the athletic history of the college has the need of a
track been greater. The team which will represent Trinity at
Worcester has every chance of scoring more points than any that
has been sent in recent years, yet they will not do half as well as
they might if they had a proper place to train. As it is now, it bi
necessary for the teams to go to Charter Oak Park, when any long
distance running is to be done, and the distance prevents this more
than once or twice a week. The time has now come when some
definite plan for an athletic field should be laid down and energetic
measures be taken to raise the necessary money for the improvements, and we hope the Alumni will aid us to the full extent of
their power in this, for unless some place near College is provided
for future teams, we must necessarily lose what position we hold now
in Track athletics. Nor must the whole burden rest on the Alumni.
The undergraduates should do their full share, for they \1,·ill receive
the principal benefit from the improvement. We hope to see the
necessary steps taken at once for the grading and proper laying out
of the present Field.
SUNSET.

A

H, who can view with wonder-heaming eye
The west suffused with hues beyond the pain ler's skill
The cold, radiant air-without a thrill
Of sacred joy? No human heart can vie
·with those empurpled, gold fringed clouds that lie
In lofty sunset grandeur ; they appear
To veil the glories of some happier sphere.
Yon spicy elms, the crimson-nsted 5ky,
The varying landscape and the clro\\·sy flower,
The shadows lengthening each tranquil place,
The weeping foliage, soothed by eve's embrace,
The hum of insects, Lo\'e's immortal power,
Which softly broods o'er happy vales and streams,
Lull my rapt spirit in poetic dreams.
E ..N.

ONE OF PROFESSOR JIM ;S OLD STORIES.

,, DE RE'S

mischief brewin' somewhar," said '' Professor Jim."
'' I know dem boys,-yessir, I ain't been here _thirty year
for nuffin'."
This observation was addressed to himself by the "Professor,"
that ancient servitor who made all the beds and rang the chapel-bell
of the College on the hill for more than forty years. He was right,
too. It was that balmy season of late spring when no one had
anything in particular to do, examinations not being pressingly near
at hand. Even the noble old custom of hazing the freshmen had
begun to lag, and, \vith the exception of the base ball team who
were catching flies in the field below, life was barely stirring. A
choir practice ·was in progress, but the choir could scarcely be said to
possess life, even in the days of our progenitors. Practices were
.scantily attended at that time of year, and indeed most people preferred to keep clear of the choir, whenever they could. There was
nothing to occupy the active student mind, and Beauchamp, Merryweather & Co., who were having some pop in Merryweather's room,
,-oted that it was horribly dull.
''vYhat shall we do?" remarked Beauchamp, an athletic senior,
who never wore anything decent, but sported a frock coat and
a sweater indiscriminately.
'' Steal some biological specimens," suggested an impressive-looking Junior, who was never at a loss and had a suspicion of freshness
in his tone.
This brilliant scheme had been executed so often upon rats and
lobsters as to exhaust even undergraduate patience, and was received with derision. One artistic freshman with a shock of glorious,
black, glossy, curls proposed smashing all the furniture in the old
Gymnasium, _and was immediately put on the Sophomore visitinglist. The company fell to drowning their sorrow in pop.
A little while after old Jim had shuffled off the campus, duster
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under arm, a gentleman of agricultural characteristics drove up the
road with a ,,rngon foll of potatoes and, seeing the campus overshadovved with its immense elms, turned his horse loose under one
of them and went off i.o get his dinner. This was too much forthc
convivial company before mentioned. Had they not lately been
outraged by a gift of fifteen marks apiece for the sin of kicking
football outside of the third and fourth rows of elms, according to
sub-amendment z, Rule 191 of the Faculty's ordinance? And shall
a stranger be allowed privileges denied to them ? The youths
glided forth and seized the inoffensive animal, which was browsing
quietly, "nor dreamed of shame or harm." The chapel, at that
epoch, had a belfry of large dimensions, and the equipage was led
in that direction. Bucephalus was taken out of harness and guided
up the well-worn stair that never beast had trod before. For the
present, the wagon was unloaded and taken apart. Each individual
wheel was carted upstairs, and a firm, harmonious whole again constructed. The delighted collegians then carried up every bushel of
potatoes and filled the cart to the brim. Not to put the cart before
the horse, they harnessed Bucephalus and felt they had attained an
artistic effect. Unfortunately, he was a little long for his quarters,
and his head had to be l5tuck out of the window, which was shut
clown on it as far as possible. In that position, he had somewhat
the air of a Pegasus that could not quite make up its mind to fly.
Then every one vanished. Never was seen such a quiet and
harmless-looking institution of learning. And only just in time !
For the owner, refreshed and invigorated, came upon the scene. He
looked to the right and to the left, but nowhere conld he see his
trusty horse and wagon. After ten minutes had been spent in running up the road, a stifled, half-strangulated snort made itself audible to him, and, looking wildly upward, he beheld his would-be
Pegasus, pathetically sticking his head out of the belfry window.
One may imagine his cries and objurgations, which finally brought
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to the spot one doubtful sympathizer, Professor Jim. The herculean
labors necessary to get the vehicle down, the indignation of all just
men, and the delight of the undergraduate body were unsurpassed.
The college had got its nine days' wonder. \Ve need chronicle only
one remonstrance of Professor Jim's in reply to the angry farmer's
invectives.
"\Vhy," said Jim, slowly, with a world of wisdom in his tone,
'' don't you know them boys ?"
J.B.B.

A DIALOGUE.

IN the bare monastery cell lies a dying man.

Through the narrow
casement at the foot of his cot, he can barely catch a glimpse of
the eastern horizon where the blue Italian hills meet the blue Italian
sky. Over these hills the sun has just risen, fresh and young, as he
rises to-day nearly five hundred years later. At the cot's foot kneels
a monk, his face shrouded in the hood of his coarse gown, and his
gaze bent low on the crucifix which he holds before him towards the
troubled soul whose parting he is easing by a last confession. The
<lying man's glances dart ever back and forth between the crucifix
and the window, as he speaks with a firmness of voice wonderful in
one so near death.
"Father, I am not fit to die; I am afraid. For years I have
shunned the church and her rites, but something I could not resist
prompted me to send for you and be shriven. As I watched the sun
rise just now, I knew that I should die to-day, but I cannot die before I have told the story of my sin to some one who will help me to
bear it. Yet I doubt if confession can help me. I doubt if there is
any forgiveness for me. I know that you would say that God be
merciful to all, but there is unpardonable sin, and perchance
when you have heard all I have to tell, you will acknowledge that
such sin was mine."
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' ' In my twentieth year I was left an orphan, and, taking my slender patrimony, I came to study architecture in one of those many
centers of art for which our fair Italy is so famed. Being a stranger
there, and somewhat reserved in manner, by the time a year had
passed I had made but few acquaintances and only one friend. He
was, like me, a stranger in the city, but older than I, and even more
reserved among our fellow students, so that I wondered at first how
I had become so intimate ·w ith him. But before long I, understood
when Guido told me he was married and showed me his home. No
wonder he was not drawn to others when he could lavish there all
the love and time his art did not dem::md. I do not remember much
about his two little sons, for, besides being rather shy of them and
their mother, whenever she v:as before me, I had eyes for naught
but her. Hers was a beauty that made me false to my own art.
For whenever I saw her, I felt ready, for the time, to give up all my
ambitions as an architect, could I but paint her portrait truly. And
indeed this great beauty of hers seemed to me then to be but the
fitting symbol of a nature still more beautiful. Always ready, hov,·ever busy with her children and other household cares, to sympathize with all Guido's ambitions and discouragements, she seemed to
have no time for the loneliness you might have looked for in one so
young (she was hardly so old as I) and so devoid of friends. For in
all the city, full of strangers to her, I was almost the only visitor ·who
ever climbed up to her modest lodgings. And soon I ceased to come.
Into this world of mine bright with art, youth and first friendship,
evil had long been slowly creeping."
'' "'When I came to the city from my country home, I quickly contracted a passion for play, and soon what little money I brought with
me was all but gone. vVith the remnant I played on continuously
for more than a year, neither ·winning nor losing much, until at
last, tempted by a sudden change of fortune, I first won much, and
then lost all. Guido found me as I vYas settling how best to kill
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myself, gave me all his scanty savings to pay my debts, and by
sho·w ing me that he still believed in me, brought me to believe in
myself and to wish to live. But to what end? That night as I took
his money and went out to pay my creditors, my way took me by
the play house, I found myself inside, and though I had passionately
sworn that day to play no more, before I reeled home to bed crazed
more by play than drink, all Guido's savings were gone."
' ' Scarcely did I wake the next morning, cursing myself and all the
world and wondering what to do, for I could no longer rouse a desire to kill myself, when I heard a knock at my door. I made no
sign, but the door opened, and through the crack I caught a glimpse
of a childish face that quickly disappeared, frightened at my greeting
of a curse, but leaving on the floor a letter whose address seemed to
be in Guido's hand writing. That night, while hastening homeward,
he had been met by an acquaintance of his, a young nobleman in attendance upon the duke who n1led the city. In some unknown way,
Guido had incurred the hatred of the duke, and assassins were
lying in wait for him close to his home. The courtier had found
Guido's servant at a tavern, and sent him with two fleet horses to the
city gate. Guido was persuaded to flee and hurried there safely, and
there he wrote to me sitting astride his horse, ready to flee as the
nobleman advised, without sparing spur to the northern frontier.
There he could find a home for his wife and children, and then
would send his servant, a faithful old man, almost his foster father,
for them. He felt little anxiety in leaving them to my care, for
though all his savings would go to pay my debts, I would find in his
desk at our work-shop a set of plans for a church, which he felt sure
·would take the rich prize at the competition soon to be held.
I had long been about to compete for this prize, for I was confident that the dreams of beauty that floated in my mind would make
me famous. But whenever I set to work to materialize them and put
them on paper they always faded, so I kept waiting for the right
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mood, till at last my passion for play mastered me and drove them
out of my head. I did not know that Guido W[lS competing, so my
first act after hurrying on some clothes was to cross the street and
mount quickly to our work-shop. And when I sa,v the plans, I un<lerstood why Guido had been so confident his dear ones would not
lack. All that I had dreamed was nothing beside this, and as I
stood spell-bound by its beauty a flash of envy shot through me.
What chance for the prize would I have after submitting these plans?
Then came the thought, why not make it your own ? No one knows
about it save you and Guido. For in art matters, I stood before his
wife."
'' vVhile I ,vavered, through the open window I heard Guido's
name spoken by some one below. Two of the duke's gentlemen
were standing there, and as one coupled the duke with Guido's ·wife
in a coarse jest, it flashed upon me why my friend's life had been so
endangered. Of this duke's race it was said that they spared neither
man in their wrath nor woman in their lust ; and a quick revulsion
of pity swept over me, as I thought of the poor lady thus beset, whose
only friend was even now plotting to defraud her. And I fell to
thinking how to save her. For the present she would be unmolested. The duke would wish to avoid any suspicious connection between Guido's flight and her disappearance. So I would probably
have time to hide her. But where and how? How could I in very
pity add to her grief for Guido's flight the story of her own danger?
So I reasoned falsely with myself and said, 'Say that Guido left so
1ittle money with you for her, that all her goods must be sold and
she must move to some poor neighborhood. There she ,vill be safe
from the duke. But since you and she must have wherewith to
keep from starving and to pay your debts, you must submit Guido's
design as your own. For if she should le~rn that it was his, you
could not persuade her of the necessity for moving to meaner quarters, without letting her know her danger. Suppose it is too late
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afterwards to explain, and she would never believe you. When
Cuiclo's prize has made you rich and famous, you can repay her in
some way without letting her know the truth. As for Guido, if you
,,Teck his fame, you save his wife. And if he be too blind to sec the
justice of this, he is in exile, and cannot harm you.'"
"And so it all fell out. Guido's design took the prize. His wife
was deceived and saved from the duke. I allowed her enough money,
as if from Guido's savings, to eke out a living for her and her children, with the help of the slender pittance she earned by plying
some handicraft in the little suburb where I had found one mean
room for her home. Yet the room was not mean, for her gracious
presence made it beautiful, like everything she touched. I had to
come here again and again to advise her in her dif-ficulties, and she
could never thank me enough for my assistance. And whatever
pangs of conscience I felt at seeing how bravely she bore the pitiful
shifts to .vhich she was reduced, though deepened at first by the1ove
for her that gradually had been overpowering me, were soon drowned
as that passion deepened. As my fortunes brightened, for Guido's
prize brought me many orders and I began to grow rich and famous,
it became too hard for me to play the part of a poor and devoted
friend, and when a year had passed without any news of Guido, I
persuaded myself that I had reason to believe that he was dead or
still worse, had cut loose from all old ties. And though I had often
thought that I would make reparation to his wife by telling her I
had found some plans of his and at last sold them for a little fortune
quite sufficient to maintain her comfortably and to educate her children, I decided that this would be much more satisfactorily arranged
by my marrying her."
"Her passionate grief at my news, only fired my passion, and
though I was not encouraged by her saying that from that t11ne she
had only her children to live and toil on for, I hoped to cure all that
in time. As soon as I could feel that a decent interval had elapsed,
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I told her of my love, and she said it was unexpected, and she kept
putting me off until angered by her delay, I let fall some word that
aroused her suspicions. The next moment her looks showed me that
she lud read my face and my thoughts. Never shall I forget the
scorn with which she drove me out, when, maddened by my folly, I
disavowed all knowledge of her husband's death and taunted her
with his desertion. As I stole away from her door, all my love was
changed to hate. I did not have to seek far for revenge. From the
mob of ruffians swarming around the duke, I easily hired one to spy
upon her, and bring me reports of how hunger and disease slowly
rent her children from the mother, who deprived of my aid could
but watch them die without being able to help them. Nor ·was she
left long in peace to pine away mourning for them. I haJ but to
hint to the spy that this vrns the woman the duke had searched for
so long. He grumbled that my reward was so paltry beside that of
the duke, and I have never heard from her since. Living or dead
may God have mercy on her."
'' Not long after I paid the spy, word came to me from Guido. In
the little frontier town where he stopped to take his first night's rest
after his wild ride, both he and his servant were seized with a deadly fever. The latter died, and Guido came back to consciousness
only after struggling many weeks with death. Then the good
monks who had cared for him sent a messenger to tell Guido's ·wife
that as soon as he grew strong he would come in disguise, to carry
them away. The good monks would find a home for them till he
should make his fortune. But long, fruitless waiting for the messenger that never returned brought on a relapse. So it was more than
a year after his flight when Guido reached the suburb whence directly after his arrival, he sent me this message. IIe named a place
close to walls, where he would W[tit for me that night, or, if I cou]cl
not come on such short notice, a letter. If a letter v-vas sent it was to
tell all I knew about his wife and children."
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'' As I read these words, I hated him more than I feared him, for

I felt that he had betrayed himself into my hands, and the wrong
I was about to do him roused even more hatred for him than all the
wrongs I had already heaped upon him. Before noon I had written
back suggesting a more retired place for the meeting, as I planned
to have him assassinated. And in order to fill his remaining half
day of life full of torture, I hinted that his wife was in danger from
the duke . Then I sought the spy and giving the necessary directions told him in addition, as soon as he had made sure of his victim
to detail to Guido all my treatment of his wife and children, then to
give the signal that Guido might die cursing me and thus destroy
his soul."
'' "\Vhen I heard that the plot had failed, and Guido had escaped,
killing the spy, I was seized with a terrible fear and fled blindly.
For several years, I wandered a prey to terror and remorse, till last
night I reached this town. As I passed down a dark lane, I was set
upon by cutthroats, robbed, and left for dead . As I lay too weak
to call for help, yet able to look up to the stars and wonder whether
it mattered at all up there how fast my life ebbed from my veins, I
saw a monk come and bend over me to staunch my wounds. Then I
knew no more till I woke this morning and saw my last sunrise."
"And now, father, can you say God will forgive me?" "My son,
He has forgiven you, listen. I was the monk that brought you
here. You did not tell how when I knelt over ,you at first and
caught the moonlight on your face, I rose with a curse on my lips
and would have turned away . But when you cried 'For God's sake
do not leave me to die,' I turned back to help you. You do not
know why I did so. Can my face tell you?" As he throws back
the cowl from his head, the dying man's face grows ashen and
he gasps, " Guido, was it to torture me now that you did not
let me die then ? " ''No, but to save you and to make your peace
with God. Your spy told me all your message, and further, when he
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lay dying under my blade, he said my wife was dead. Then I turned
to the refuge that the Church affords to all who are weary of the world.
I came here to my birthplace and entered the monastery where I
was taught as a boy. And when I recognized you, I was tempted
just as you were to let you die in your sin and be damned; I had but
to let the veins gape a little longer. Then God showed that He had
forgiven you _by helping me to conquer the temptation. And so I
forgave you, rescued you, and prolonged earthly life, that I might
lead you to life everlasting."
J.C. U.

AT ·wHIST.

A

CROSS the polished table there
I see her sitting now, her hair,
Her eyes, her dainty fingers too,
Just as in years agone I knew,
My partner.
I led a heart- I think the kingIt passed around the silent ring,
And though it was the best one out,
She paused a moment, half in doubt,
Then trumped it.

"Oh partner, that was the command,"
She said when she had played the hand,
Then wrinkling up her pretty brow,
" You will forgive me, won't you now,
For trumping?"
Another night, remembered well,
She sat where moon-cast shadows fell,
o polished table lay between ;
The tree boughs made a waving screen
Above her.
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We talked of other things than whist,
I strove her fancy to enlist
With all a lover's gentle art,
Yet once again I led my heart,
Unguarded.
I led my heart again, my last.,
\\'hen round to her the trick had passed
She thought it not the best one out,
So paused a moment, half in douut,
Then trumped it.
This time no pleading glance I caught,
No tremtling lips forgiveness sought,
No eyes with lashes drooping wet,
Told me my partner did regret
To trump it.

THE LOST SOUL,
Or Barker's Ghost.

O

UTSIDE the gate St. Peter sat,
Fanning himself with the brim of his hat ;
A strange ghost passed along the way
Without stopping to "pass the time of clay."
St. J>eter hailed him with a yell,
" Hold on ; that road leads straight to - - ,
netter try your chances to escape perdition,
Perhaps we can admit you on condition."
"No use, dear sir," replied the ghost,
" I am sure I belong among the lost,
For I wrote MECHANICS before [ was dead-"
" Don't let me detain you," St. Peter said.

'' WHY

like a spendthrift's purse arc these,
These elms of Trinity ? "
"Because no change," the old man said,
" In them is like to be."
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A WINTER NIGHT.

rf

HE winter skies, with bright stars sprinkled o'er,
Arch over glinting stretches white with snow.
Far in the eastern HeaYen the moon hangs low ;
Enormous, red, yet pale her rays before
The northern lights, that o'er the Heavens pour
Their streamers. Yivid colors coldly glow
All around the firmament The night grows, light then slow
They fade, and all too soon are seen no more.
So often come to the chilled souls of men
Glad Heavenly visions that are quickly flown.
Yet they leave memories bright for many days ;
To cheer the man whose only guide is then,
That changing light as public morals known
And duty's pole star clear with cold thin rays.
W. W .R.

AT LIFE'S CLOSE.

B

RIGHT in the morn of youth life's sun climbs high,
Casts forward rays and shadows eagerly,
Glimmerings and questings of the things to be,
·while Hope's bright radiance floods the eastern sky.
N 0 1y in the zenith proud of his full prime
All things beneath he holds in clear survey.
His ideal-shadows in the bright mid-day
Range, then his light fades in a little time.
But as he waning sinks to his repose
J ,ong memory-shadows backward he will sen cl,
And beams as bright as noon's oft deck his end,
Sometimes a life shines brightest at its close.
J.C. U.

COLLEGE AND CAMPUS.

T

HE Editors of " Trinity Sketches" desire to apologize to Mr. H erl.iert Parrish, '9r, for giving the credit due to his sketch "The Sea Spiders," to Mr.
A. L. Green, '9 r. As the mistake was discovered too late to be corrected in the
l.iook, they take this opportunity to do so.
The class of '96 has given the Athletic Association a tablet, b earing the
names of the representatives from Trinity at the Intercollegiate Tennis Tour
naments. The tablet is similar to those inscribed with the names of the foot1.iall and base ball captains.
Professor Luther delivered the third lecture in the Y. M. C. A. course on
Wednesday evening, April 4th. The subject was: "The evolution of the
solar system."
The manager of the musical organizations has arrange d the following concerts to be given during the spring recess :
April 20, Philadelphia.
April 2 r, Pittsburgh.
April 23,
New York.
Mr. Woods, the sculptor, gave a lecture on "Clay Mod eling" in Alumni
Hall on Thursday, April 5.
The fourth german was given on Friday evenin g, Mar ch 30, and was led by
G. A. Quick, '94, with Miss Marguerite Hart, and 0. T. Paine, '96, with Miss
Hattie Whitmore. Those present were : F. C. Edgerton, '94, with Miss Sally
Bulkeley; E. S. Allen, '94, with Miss Eleanor Johnson; E . .P. Hamlin, \JS,
with Miss Allen; J. M. McGann, '95, with Miss Trimble of Philadelphia ; J.
Strawbridge, '95, with Miss Helen Robinson of New York; DeForest Hicks,
'96, with Miss Sperry ; E. W. Robinson, '96, with Miss McCook; W. F.
Dyett, '96, with Miss Webb; C. J. Davis, '94, with Miss~Corwin; H. T. Greenley, '94, with Miss Robinson; R. H. Macauley, '95, with Miss Russell; H. G
Barbour, '96, with Miss Ingraham; W. W. P arsons, '96, with Miss Lanman; G.
W. Ellis, '94, with Miss Pierson; C. W. Bowman, '87 ; R. F. Welch, '95 ; C. C.
Barton, '93 ; H. R. Dingwall, '95 ; W. W. Vibberts, '94. In the souvenir round
the girls were given copies of "Trinity Sketches," and the men umbrella clasps.
The prize round was won by Miss Trimble and Mr. Strawbridge. The chaperones were Mrs. A. E. Hart, Mrs. F. G. Whitmore and Mrs. G. W. Smith.
The track athletic team practiced on the }'ield for the first time this Spring on
March 19.
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A friend of the college who wishes his name concealed has given a brass altar
cross for the chapel. A Latin inscription on the base tells that it is in memory
of Rev. Dr. Gardiner, who was a professor in the Berkeley Divinity School at
Middletown. The cross was placed on the altar on Easter Sunday.
The Library has recently received as the gift @f C. J. Hoadley, '51, a number of valuable and rare works of the 17th century. A large number of Looks
have also been added by purchase, some of which, we are glad to say, are wo1 ks
of modern fiction.
J.B. Birckhead, '94, N. T. Pratt, '94, S. K. Evans, '95, D. Willard, '95, G. NHolcombe, '96, and P. C. Washburn, '96, have been appointed to take part in
the prize version declamations for this year. The appointments are given for
those having the highest stand in English during the preceding year.
The Dramatic Association is rehearsing two new plays, "Chums" and
"Young Mr. Pritchard." It is the intention of the association lo gi\'e these soon
after the recess. The cast for " Chums" 1s :
Mr. Breed (a Vermont squire),
Harry Breed (a Trinity A. B.),
Tom Burnham (Harry's chum),
Flora Strong (Mr. Breed's niece),
Mrs. Breed,

C. F. Weed, '94.
II. G. llarbour, '96.
W. F. Dyell, '96.
D. Willard, '95.
F. S. Burr~ge, '95.

The cast for "Young Mr. Pritchard" is as follows :
Miss Betty, Miss Hetty (maiden ladies),
D. Willard, '95, F. S. Burrage, '95.
Edith (their niece),
W. W. Vibbert, '94.
Henry Pritchard,
W. F. Dyett, '96.

During the past week the first edition of " Trinity Sketches" was placed on
sale. The book, which was intended as a companion volume to "Trinity V crse,"
contains twenty stories selected from those which appeared in THE T ABUT
from 1887-1893, with the exception of "Swiss Idyls," which was w1itten by w.
D. McCracken, '85, especially for the "Sketches." The book is dedicated to the
the former editors of THE TABLET, and seems to be reprcsentati\'c of their
ability.
The annual field day of the Athletic Association will be held in Charter Oak
Park on May 9.
Captain Strawbridge of the foot ball team has ordered all candidates for next
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year's Varsity to report for light practice during the next two weeks.
this time they will be coached by H. S. Graves, '92.
The revised schedule of the base ball games is as follows :
April 5, Williams at Hartford.
April ro, Amherst at Hartford.
April 20, Fordham at New York.
April 2 r, U. of P. at Philadelphia.
April 23, Howard University at Washington.
Ap1il 24, Georgetown University at Washington.
April 25, Columbian University at Washington.
April 26, Franklin and Marshall at Lancaster, Pa.
May 5, Open.
May 8, Colgate at Hartford.
May r 2, Open.
May r6, Harvard at Cambridge.
May 17, Brown at Providence.
May 19, Open.
May 24, Fordham at Hartford.
May 26, Williams at Williamstown.
May 29, Georgetown at Hartford.
May 30, Wesleyan at Middletown.
June 2, Wesleyan at Hartford.
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THE GLEE CLUB CONCERT.
HE concert given by the combined musical organizations of Amherst, Wesleyan and Trinity at Foot Guard Hall on Monday, April 2nd, was one of
the most successful ever given in this city.
The audience was a brilliant one, socially speaking, numbering almost a
thousand, and encored the clubs again and again.
The comparative excellencies of the three college organizations may be
summed up, by assigning the Glee Club of Wesleyan first place among the vocal
clubs, ti1e Banjo Club of Amherst easily ranking first in its class, and the Man_
dolin Club of Trinity winning justly the honors of the night in competition with
the other mandolin clubs.
The concert opened with strictly college songs, rendered by the Glee Clubs of
the three colleges. These songs, familiar and full of pleasant reco,llections to
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:ill college men, and a cause of a vague feeling of envy for pleasure not experienced to non-collegians, were given with a jolly, rollicking vim, under the
leadership of Mr. R. P. Parker, Director o( the Trinity Glee Club. College
songs sung as only college men can sing them are sure to please, and that this
was no exception was proved by the most hearty demand for an encore, which
was given, the three clubs responding with "We meet again to-night."
Among Amherst numbers," The Serenade," sweet and delightful in its harmony,
by Tomtellot ; "A l<'oot-Ball Fable," a humorous sketch, with solo by Mr. Porter;
and the " Columbia March," by Henning, rendered perfectly, as regards technique and shading, by the B~njo Club, were especially noticeable.
Wesleyan's singing in "Mrs. Winslow's Soothing Syrup" showed most clearly
her perfect training, precision and accurate interpretation. Her encore,
'' Johnny Smoker," was also splendidly rendered. The leader, Mr. Davis, is a
thorough musician, and his club fully uphold his reputation as a careful worker
and competent conductor of choruses. The Wesleyan Mandolin Club played
with exquisite expression, their coloring and shading being perfection.
The Trinity Glee Club sang Isenman's classic "Parting" with good expression, and their voices blend, on the whole, harmoniously, as was shown more especially in the rendering of "' eath the Elms." But perhaps the best received
number from th;s club was the ''Medley" arranged by Willson, '93. The
Venus Quartette, composed of Messrs. Greenley, Parker, Macauley and
McGann, furnished considerable amusement with their humorous verses, and
were most enthusiastically received. The "Mill in the Forest," as played by
the Trinity Mandolin Club was extremely well rendered. Could the club, so
strong in numbers and material, perfect itself in expression, of its kind it would
constitute the finest organization of the kind in any college.
The closing number was given by the Wesleyan and Trinity Glee Clubs singing Dudley Buck's "Huzza." It is somewhat surprising that two different
clubs could render so perfectly in joint work such a song, and it is a credit to
the leader3 of the two clubs that they effected this with such pleasing success.
The most hearty thanks are due to the patronesses who aided in making this
innov,1tion in Glee ,onccrts such a success. The audience was most ent],1t1siastic, and it was only at eleven o'clock that the various clubs, after tripling the
printed length of the programme were allowed to depart.
Credit is due the Trinity management for thus affording the public of Hartford such an innovation, and placing before them such a varied and thoroughly
enjoyable programme.

PERSONALS.
Anu one 11ai•ill{} iufurnial ion cm1cen, ina Almnnl will confer ci Javor lJy communicati,1a tlie same to t11e

Editor~.

FoRDHAl\I MoRRrs,'64, has prepared a report on the Origin and Condition of
the Harlem River and Spuyten Duyvil Improvement Association, which has been
published. Mr. l\loRR1s's name appears in the list of the Governors of the New
York Hospital.
The Rev. F. \V. HARRIMAN, '72, made an address at the opening of the new
Public School building in Windsor, Conn.
An address delivered by Judge JOSEPH BUFFINGTON, LL. D., '75, at the last
commencement of the Pittsburgh Training School for Nurses, has been published
)n connection "ith other papers and reports.
A. E. PATTERSON, '80, is establishing in Europe agencies of the Pope Manufacturing Company, of which he is secretary.
The address of W. B. NELSON, '81, is 4 Eastman Terrace ,Poughkeeps:e, N. Y.
RICHARD E. BURTON, '83, is conducting a class in Literature at the Asylum
Hill church.
R. C. TUTTLE, '89, and GEORGE W. SARGENT, '90, recently visited the
college.
The Rev. P. H. BIRDSALL, '86, has become assistant to the rector of St
Peter's church, Aluany, N. Y. His address is 258 Hudson avenue.

L. E. \VELCH, '86, has removed to Savannah, Ga.
The Rev. GEORGE I. BROWN, '88, has accepted the rectorship of Trinity
church, Branford, Conn.
\V. S. HunBARD, '88, has received his degree in medicine from the Long
Island College Hospital, and has received an appointment at St. John's Hospital of the Church Charity Foundation in Brooklyn, N. Y.
A report on the Harvard Observatory in l)eru, in the Harvard Graduates'
.A-fagazine, contains a notice of work done by A. E. DOUGLASS, '89, in observations on the Gegenschein and the Zodiacal Arch, and in the determination of
geodetic positions.
\V. E. A. BULKELEY, '90, has been elected a member of the Common Council
of the city of Hartford.
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The law office of G. T. WARREN, '90, is at 146 Broaclway, N. Y.
W. C. HICKS, Jr., 9r, will continue his summer school for boys this year.
The Quarterly Calendar of the University of Chicago, contains an abstract of
a paper on" H1ndoo Sacrifice," by HARRY How ARD, '9r.
FREDERICK BEECHER FULLER, '92, has recently been atlmitted to the bar in
Chicago. He is with the law firm of Bangs, "\Vood & Dangs, 825-827 Chicago
Opera House Building.

ON THE WALK.
EATED in your room any afternoon about five o'clock, you may hear the heavy
tramp of Hartford's unemployed as they pass home from their work. If
you have ever watched them at their field of labor, south of the college, you
will have noticed the extreme slowness of their movements. An empty dump
cart approaches a cluster of four or more men. Pulling up his horse the driver
slowly descends and picks up a spade. The others in turn follow his example,
and then all enter upon some trivial conversation. Finally one of the number
spades the ground and throws the dirt in the cart. In the course of twenty
minutes it is filled; the driver departs with his lo:id, while the rest return to
their pipes. In three or four months the road will be completed. In years to
come the park along which this road will wind, may be finished. Of course we
will never enjvy its shady recesses, but it is gratifying to think that our grandchildren will sometime peruse the Latin of Cicero, or master the difficulties of
Mathematics within its sheltering bosom.

S

* * *

Stroller here desires to extend his sympathies to those self-conscious individuals who attired thern~elves in their Easter habits, and graced with the
regulation boutonnicre, went to chapel on Ea~ter evening, content in their own
perfection, ready to admire and be admired. Really it must have been tlistressing to find no entrancing maidens pre,ent at whom they might shyly glance
askance. nut then, the sincere pith of our pity is due the choir, who certainly
did most nobly, rendering the music in a pleasing and commcndal>le manner. lt
was indeed hard that they were thus left to bloom unseen.
THE
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- - - · - - - - - - - - - - - - -- - - - - - - - IT is certainly pleas.mt to note once more the approach of Spring, the season
which is to the college man the most enjoyable of the year. You may mark its
entrance Ly the appearance of the duck trousers and its culmination by the large
straw hat. Already that charming game of barn-ball is in progress, and it will
not be Ion~ before we will see the after-supper races and sports on the campus,
and bear the merry voices 0f some late pop-drinking party, assembled around
the venerable Dishop.

BOOK NOTICES.
"Within College Walls." Dy C. F. Thwing. New York, The Baker & Taylor
Co. 1894.
;,Ir. Thwing has already written many books treating of college life and is a
man of wide experience in the study of this subject. The present work is a clear
statement of the special duties and ad vantages of a college. It is written in an
extremely plain style; more adornment and a better choice of phrases would have
added to its force. Perhaps the author has idealized college life rather too
much, and has overlooked some of its coarser material phases. But the work is
largely free from conscious effort, the modern vice in literature, and shows by
carefully elaborated statistics the preeminence of the college graduate in all departments of life.

AMONG THE EXCHANGES.

TO THOMAS BAILEY ALDRICH.

A

RAIN-DROP reflecting a bit of sky
In a crystal goblet was deftly caught,
And the poet fashioned as he passed by,
A quatrain reflecting a bit of thought.-Vassar Miscellany.

VESPERS.
HROUGH chapel window stream the rich stained r,1ys,

T

The Sabbath sunlight gently fades away,
The gilded organ-pipes speak notes of praise;
We're gathered here at eventide to pray.
There ·may be far more joyous hours we'll know,
But few more cairn or soothing shall we spend;
Far sadder hours may touch our lives with woe,
Yet sweetly sad this hour at Sabbath end.
The shadows deepen, window rays grow dim,
The chancel lights burn brighter through the shade ;
Then loud and deep resounds the closing hymn,
The service over and our prayer is made.-Nassau L£t.

SEA :MIST.

rf

IIE night grows black
And the silent mist
Broods deep over hill and lea,
Dank and cold lies its snowy foldA shroud for the moaning sea.
The waves beat soft
The winds are dead.
Weird whispers come and go,
Where the lonely knell of the lighthouse bell
Echoes the ocean's woc.-Yale Courant.

A

LAS, for eYery earthly hope,
Its little wing soon furls,
His pen writes not the deeds of men,
But tells of little girls !-Co!umb£a Spectator.

